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TWINE  WEEL  THE  PLAIDEN. 

O  I  hae  lost  my  silken  snood, 

That  ti<ed  my  hair  s'p  3iellov/, 
IVe  gie'n  my  heart  io  the  iad  I  loed; 

He#vas  a  gallant  feliov.-. 
And  twine  it  wfeel  rny  bonny  dow^ 

And  twine  it  wee!  th^plaiden, 
Tl^e  lassie  lovt  her  silken  snood, 

In  pu'ing  o'  the  bracken. 

He  prais'd  my  e'en  -sae  bonny  blue, 

Sae  lily  ^*hite  my  'ski^v  O, 
And  syne  h«  frrife'd  iny  fo^HTriHe  mou\ 

Ai'xl  ls^*ore  it  was  nr.e  ^in, 
And  twiite  it  m^el,  my  bonni<5  <\o\v^ 

And  twine  it  weel  tire  plaidra  ; 
'HVe  lassie  lo^t  her  silken  snood , 

In  pu'infy  0*  tlK^  ii^^rken, 

But  ha  has  left  the  iass  Ire  loo'd^ 
His  ain  true  love  forsaken, 

■^Vhich  ^ars  rnesair  to  gre^^r  the  sn<)od> 
I  lost  air.an^  the  brackeu. 
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Amu  iwiiie  it  weel  my  bonriie  dow> 
And  twine  it  weel  the  plaideni; 

The.  lassie  lost  her  siikew  snood, 
In  pn'ing  o'  the  bracken. 


BEADLE  OF  THE  PARISH. 

rm  ^  wery  kno^ying  prig, 

With  my  laced  coat  and  wig, 
Though  they  say  J  am  surly  and  bearish 

Sure  I  look  a  mighty  man. 

When  i  flourisk  my  rattan, 

To  frijht  the  little  boys, 

Who  in  church- tinae  n^a'^t^  a  nolse^ 
fiecause  I'm  beadle  of  the  Pari«h. 

Here  and  there>— every  where? 

Hoik)  no:^:,—  What's  the  row  ? 

Fine  to  do, — Who  'are  you  ? 
Whyj.zotmds,  Tm  the  Beaiie  of  the  Parish, 

Wfeeriever  I  tome  nigh, 
How  l  niitke  the  beggars  fly, 

^fy  lioo'te  a:re  so  artgry  and  sGarisii, 
Like  atlVer  city  folks, 
1  do  btisiiless  in  the  stocks. 
And  whatever  is  lost  I  tell, 
For  you  know  I  bear  the  bell, 

Because  Vm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish, 
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Noise  and  clatt'^r, — Whafs  the  matter  ? 
Holld)  fellow — You  are  nietiow. 
Fine  to  do, — don't  jo #  see, 
>  Wh/,  zounds — I'm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish, 

Tm  an  officer^  don't  laugh. 

But  uuleed  I'm  on  the  staff, 
And  all  sax  I  do  ptetty  faimh  ; 

On  a  Sunday  strut  abaut. 

And  I  keep  the  rabble  out,— 
The  Church-wardens  march  before,  _^ 

Just  to  open  the  pew  door, 
Because  I  am  Beadle  of  the  Parish, 

Puff  away, — merry  day. 

Drink  about, — See  it  out, 

There  will  be — snacks  for  me, 
Bccauscl'm  the  Beadle  of  the  Parish, 


O  JEANIE,  there's  NAKTHIKG  TO  FKAU  YE. 

O  !  My  lassie,  our  joy  to  complete  ^gairi, 

Meet  me  again  in  the  gloamin,  my  dearie: 
Low  down  i'  the  dell  let  us  meet  again, 
;  O  I  Jeanie  there's  naething  to  fear  ye  : 
Come  when  the  wee  bat  flits  silent  an' eerie: 
Come  when  the  pale  face  o'  nature  looks  WMry 
Love  be  thy  sure  defence, 
Beauty  and  innocence — 
0,  Jeanic.  there's  naething  to  fear 
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Sweetly  blaws  the  haw  an*  the  roirfln-trce. 
Wild  rcses  speck  our  thicket  so  breerie; 
Still  will  our  bed  in  the  frreenwooJ  be — 

O,  Jeanie  there's  naethinsj:  to  fear  ye. 
Note  when  the  blackbird  o'  singing  is  weary, 
List  when  the  beetle  bet's  bugle  conies  ntarye. 
Then  come  with  fairy  haste. 
Light  foot  and  beating  breast— 
Of  Jeanie  there's  naething  to  fear  ye. 

Far,  far,  will  the  bogle  and  brownie  be ; 

Beauty  an*  truth,  they  darena  come  nearlt  ^ 
Khid  love  is  the  tie  of  our  unity, 

A'  maun  love  it,  an'  a'  maun  revere  it 
Love  maks  the  sang  o'  the  woodland  so  cheerit 
Love  gars  a'  nature  look  bonnie  thj^t's  near  y% 
Love  maks  the  rose  sae  Bweet, 
Cowslip  an'  violet — 
O,  Jeanie,  tliere's  naething  to  fear  yc. 


THE  IRISH  FISHERMAN. 

I  Irishman  angling  one  day  in  the  Liffy, 
'hich  runs  down  by  Dublin's  sweet  city  s« 
fine; 

smart  shower  of  rain  falling,  Pat  in  a  gifiyj 
ept  under  the  arch  of  a  bridge  with  his  line. 


Why  that's  not  the  way  to  accomplish  you 
,  wishes/' 
Oici?  Dermot,  «^  the  devil  a  bite  you  vf^iil^et ; 

Oei),  bother,''  sap  Pat,  "  don*t  yon  kno^ 

•    that  the  fislres, 
Will  fleck  Under  hei'i3  to  ksep  out  of  the  i?v'et* 


'MEUtlNG  OF  THE  WATEKS, 

lliete  IS  not  iti  this  wide  tvorld  a  valley  j 
s\veet, 

As  that  vale  in  ^vhose  bosom  the  bright  v^; 

•  ter^s  meet, 
CJh  !  the  last  ray  t;f  feeling  arid  liTe  mu^ 
depart, 

Et'e  the  b1  GO tti  of  that  valUy  shall  fade  fro 
my  heart  I 

Yet  it  W=as  not  that  Nacture  had  shed  d'ei"  t1 
scene, 

Her  purest  of  chrystal  and  brghtest  o]  ^reej 
*Twas  not  the  Soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hilj 
Oh  !  no— it  was  something  more  exquisi) 
&till? 

*Twas  that  friends,  the  beloved  of  tny  bo 

/ivere -n:ear,-  ■ 
Wbo^made  every !  dei^r  ^kcme  bf  'mch.'aUtv^^ 
more  dear ;  i 


And  who  Felt  how  the  best  charfeis  cf  nature 
improve, 

When  we  see  tliem  reflected  trom  looks  tUat 
we  love*/ 

Sweet  valo  of  Ovoca  !  how  could  I  rest* 
in  thy  bosora  of  sliada  with  the  friends  X  kjVe 
best, 

Where  the  storms  which  we  feel  in  this  eolJ 
world  sli^ll  ceas«,  - 

And  our  hearts  likse  thy  Avaters,  be  mingled 
in  peace* 

THE  DEER  HVNV^KU, 

Hark  r.way  His  the  merry  ton'd  bcrti, 
Calls  the  hunters. all  up  with  the  morn. 
To  the  hills  and  tlie  woodlands,  w^e  steerj 
To  unharbour  the  out-lying  ck'er. 

And  all  the  day  lopg  this  i^  our  song, 

This  is  our  song, 
Still  hollowing  &  following  so  froljc-and  ftee 
Our  joys  know  no  bounds, 
V/hile  we're  after  the  hounds^ 
No  mortals  on  earxh  are  so  jdlly  as  w. 

Round  the  woods  w^hc^n  we  beat  how  glow 
While  the  hills  they  all  echo  Hollow  4 
Witn  a  bounce  from  his  cov^r  the  stag  ftres, 
Then  our  shouts  1  ong  resound  through  thi^sfc^ 
And  all  tjie  day  long.  &c» 
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When  we  sweep  o'er  the  vallt-ys  or  climb 
Up  the  health  breaking  mountain  sublime, 
?vhat  &  joy  from  our  labours  we  feel, 
Which  alone  they  who  taste  can  reveal, 
And  all  the  day  long,  &c. 


NATIVE  LAND  I 

Native  land  !  Til  love  thee  ever, 
Let  me  raise  the  welcome  strain ; 

Mine  were  banish'd  feet,  that  never 
Hop'd  to  presk  thy  turf  again, 

How  these  eyes  ilhim'd  with  gladness, 
As  they  scanM  thy  beauties  o'er, 

Nfe^^r  again  shall  melt  in  sadness, 
Parting  to  return  no  more, 
Caledonia,  native  land, 
Native  land,  I'll  love  the  ever. 

Kotbre  land,  tho'  fate  may  banish, 
And  command  nie  far  to  pai  t, 

Never  can  thy  memVy  vanish. 
From  this  glowing,  grateful  heart, 

Let  an  Indian  solstjce  burn  me, 
Or  the  snows  of  Norway  chill. 

Hither  still,  my  heart,  I  turn  thee. 
Here,  my  country,  thou  art  still, 
Caledonia,  native  land, 
Native  land,  I'll  love  thee  ever. 


